off to the Bossuet school and her daughter to Saint-Clothilde's.*
Even now, with her head on the pillow, she checked everything that was going on in the house. She had everybody's movements reported to her. " Has Mile Bernardine been called yet ? " " Is Monsieur still in the bathroom ? " <tf Did iStienne [the valet-coachman] remember to wash the carriage, as Monsieur said ? " She summoned the cook to dictate the menu. Her children came and kissed her " Good morning " on their way out, unless she had been entertaining the night before and had given orders to her housemaid not to call her.
The elder son, who was attached to the Ministry of Commerce and was also still reading for his law degree, had just gone out. The younger son had taken his school bus, which stopped at the door, at ten to eight. At twenty past eight Jeanne, escorted by the second housemaid, had set out for Sainte-Clothilde's.
Mile Bernardine, Monsieur's sister, had not yet left her room, and she would not put in an appearance before ten o'clock. When she got out of bed, she had put on an old black dressing-gown, and then, finding it colder than the day before, she had slipped on a short jacket of black plush with sleeves puffed out at the top. She still had on her head a black silk hair-net which she wore for a night-cap, and her costume as a whole presented the completely conventional appearance of a provincial old maid, chilly and dowdy. As she passed her mirror, she stopped and studied her trappings. A surprising gleam of humour shone in her grey eyes, which were fine in their own way, not at all like the eyes of a woman, but like the eyes of a very shrewd man.
Mile Bernardine sat down in a low arm-chair, took up a book lying on her little table, and opened it at a place marked beforehand by a slip of paper.
" Saint Bruno." She verified it on a calendar. " Tuesday, October 6th. Saint Bruno. That's right. Now, just what did that fellow do ? "